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regarded as hypocrisy. And, sir, they would
forgive you even less than madam; for, seeing
how much she loves you, they would think you
ought to have married her, and they would always
say: ' Why did he not marry her? * "

" Ah Fanny, Fanny," exclaimed Caliste sadly,
" you speak but too truly. What have I been
about? " she added in French. " Why did I leave
it to Fanny to prove to you that it is no longer in
my power to change my conduct even if it were
my desire."

I wished to reply, but she begged me to leave
her.

A neighbouring shopkeeper, earlier astir than
the others, was already opening his shop. I
passed close to him in order not to appear desirous
of escaping notice. " How is madam? " he asked.

" She scarcely sleeps at all," I answered. " We
read to her every evening, Fanny and I, for an
hour or more before we are able to put her to
sleep, and she wakes with the dawn. Last night
I read so long that I fell asleep myself."

" Have you breakfasted, sir? " he asked me.

" No," I answered. " I intend to throw myself
on my bed now, and to sleep for an hour or so."

" That would be almost a pity, sir," he said.
" The weather is so fine and you do not look tired
or drowsy. Come, rather, and take breakfast with
me in my garden."

I accepted the invitation, flattering myself that
this man would surely be the last of the neighbours
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